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I suppose that all lovers of freedom are looking
for this.
I do hope that you are better. I hate you to be in
London in the winter. Everything here is very dull.
The main thing is the appalling poverty that meets
one everywhere, and the enormous increase in the
numbers of huge motor-cars that threaten one at every
crossing. I am still trying to get somewhere to live
in my constituency but there are no houses or flats
to be got anywhere. Was not my arrest funny ?
' Honour bright/ as we used to say, I was engaged in no
work that was not visible to the naked eye and all my
activities were passivist and within the law.
I directed  an election,  I  did  lightning sketches
at a bazaar each day for a couple of weeks and I went
round on a lorry asking my constituents to sign the
petition drawn up by the Corporation for the release
of the Hunger Strikers.    I always rather dreaded a
hunger strike, but when I had to do it I found that,
like most things, the worst part of it was looking
forward to the possibility of having to do it.   I did
not suffer at all but just stayed in bed and dozed
and tried to prepare myself to leave the world.   I was
perfectly happy and had no regrets.    It is all very
odd and I don't understand it but it was so.   I had no
wish to live and no regrets.   I just seemed to be sliding
along in a happy sort of dream.   When Derrick came
to me he woke me up with a jump and it was like
coming to life again and I wanted to live and I wanted
the others to live.   I am telling you this because you
have such a horror of the hunger strike and I want
you to realise what it was to me, that for just one
moment when I was making it imperative on me
when telling the police of my decision, I had the
sort of shrinking that one has before taking a header
into a cold sea : just a want of faith in the unknown

